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ARTEMUS WARD 


IN 


WASHINGTON. 


Wasuincton, April 17th. 

My wife stood before the lookin’ glass, a fussin’ up her hair. 

** What you doin’, Bersy?"’ I inquired. 

‘¢ Doin’ up my back hair,’’ she replied. 

‘‘ Bersy,’’ sed I, with a stern air, ‘‘ Betsy, you’re too old to 
think about such frivolties as back hair. 

“Too old? too old?’ she screamed, ‘‘ too old, you Bald-heded 
idiot! You haint got hair enuff onto your hed to make a decent 
wig for a single-brested grass-hopper !’’ 

The Rebook was severe but merited. Hens4th I shall let my 
wife’s back hair alone. You heard me! 

My Jittle dawter is growin’ quite rapid, and begins to scrootinize 
clothin’ with young men inside of it, puthy clost. I obsarve, too, 
that she twists pieces of paper round her hair at nights, and won’t 
let me put my arms round her any more for fear I’ll muss her. 
“Your mother wasn’t ’fraid I’d muss her when she was your age, 
my child,” sed I one day, with a sly twinkle into my dark bay eye. 

‘‘No,’’ replied my little dawter, ‘‘ she probly liked it.”’ 

You ain’t goin’ to fool female Young America much. You may 
gamble on that. 

But all this, which happened in Baldinsville a week ago, haint 
nothin’ to do with Washington, from whither I now write you, 
hopin’ the items I hereby sends will be exceptable to the Gin- 
Cocktail of America—I mean the Punch thereof. [A mild witti- 
kism.—A. W.] 

Washington, D. C., is the Capital of ‘our once happy coun- 
try’—if I may be allowed to koin a frase! The D. C. stands for 
Desprit Cusses, a numerosity which abounds here, the most of 
whom persess a Romantic pashun for gratooitous drinks. And in 
this conjunction I will relate a incident. I notist for several days 
a large Hearse standin’ in front of the principal tavern on Penn- 
sylvany Avenoo. ‘‘Can you tell me, my fair Castillian,” sed I 
this mornin’, to a young Spaniard from Tipperary, who was blackin’ 
boots in the wash-room—*“‘ can you tell me what those Hearse is 
kept standin’ out there for ?”’ 

‘* Well, you see our Bar bisness is great. You've no idee of the 
number of people who drink at our Bar durin’ aday. You see 
those Hearse is necessary.’’ 

I saw. 

Standin’ in front of the tarvuns on Pennsylvany Avenoo is a lot 
of miserbul wretches,—black, white and ring strickid and freckled 
—with long whips in their hands, who frowns upon you like the 
wulture upon the turkle-dove the minit you dismerge from the 
hotel. They own yonder four-wheeled startlin’ curiosity’s, which 
were used years and years ago by the fust settlers of Virginny to 
carry live hogs to market in. The best carrige I saw in the entire 

collection was used by Pockyhontas, sum two hundred years ago 
as a goat-pen. Becumin’ so used up that it couldn’t hold goats, 
that fair and gentle savage put it up at auction. Subsekently it 
was used as a hospital for sick calves, then as a hencoop, and 
finally it was put on wheels and is now doin’ dooty as a hack. 

I called on Secretary Writes, of the Navy. You know he is 
quite a mariner himself, havin’ once owned a Raft of logs on the 
Connethycut river. So I put on saler stile and hollerd : ‘‘ Ahoy, 
shipmet! Tip us yer grapplin irons !” 

“*Yes—yes !’’ he sed, nervously, ‘‘ but mercy on us, don’t be so 
noisy.” 

‘Ay, ay, my hearty! But let me sing about how Jack Sroxss 
lost his gal : 


** The reason why he couldn’t gain her 


Was becoz he’s a drunken saler !”’ 


“That’s very good indeed,”’ said the Secky, but “ this is hardly 
the place to sing songs in, my frend.’’ 

‘Let me write the songs of a nashun,” sed I, and I don’t care a 
cuss who goes to the legislater! But I ax your pardon—how’s 
things ?”’ 

Comfortable, I thank you. I have here,” he added, ‘‘ a copy of 
the Middletown Weekly Clarion of February the 15, containin’ a 
report that there isn’t much Union sentiment in South Caroliny, 
but I hardly credit it.” 

“Air you well, Mr. Srcxy, sed I. 
How’s your koff ?” 

“‘ God bless me !” sed the Secky, risin’ hastily and glarin’ wildly 
at me, ‘‘ what do you mean?”’ 


“Ts your liver all right? 


SSS 


ee 





VANITY FATR. 








“‘O nothin’ partickler. Only it is one of the beauties of a 
Republican form of gov’ment that a Cabnit offisser can pack up 
his trunk and go home whenever he’s sick. Sure nothin’ don’t 
ail your liver ?’’ sed I, pokin’ him putty vilent in the stummick. 

I called on Ape. He received me kindly. I handed him my 
umbreller and told him I'd have a check for it if he pleased. 
‘«That,’’ sed he, ‘* puts me in mind of a little story. There was a 
man out in our parts who was so mean that he took his wife’s 
coffin out of the back winder for fear he would rub the paint off 
the doorway. 

Wall, about this time there was a man in a adjacent tewn who 
had a green cotton umbreller. 

‘* Did it fit him well? Wasit custom made? Was he meas- 
ured for it ?’’ 

‘* Measured for what?” said ABE. 

“The umbreller ?” 

‘* Wall, as I was sayin’,” continnerd the President, treatin’ the 
interruption with apparent contempt, ‘‘ this man sed he’d known 
that there umbreller ever since it was a parasol. Ha, ha, ha!” 

“ Yes,” sed I, larfin in a respectful manner, “but what has this 
man with the umbreller to do with the man who took his wife’s 
coffin out of the back winder ?” 

*“*To be sure,’’ sed Ape—‘‘ what was it? I must have got two 
stories mixed together, which puts me in mind of another lit— 

‘* Never mind, Your Excellency, I called to congratulate you on 
your career, which has been a honest and a good one—unscared 
and unmoved by Secesh in front of you and Abbolish at the back 
of you—each one of which is a little wuss than the other if possi 
ble! 

“ Tell E Sranton that his boldness honesty and vigger merits all 
prase, but to keep his under garmints on. E. Stanton has appeer- 
ently only one weakness, which it is, he can’t allus keep his under- 
garmints from flyin’ up over his hed. I mean that he occasionally 
dances in a peck-measure, and he don,t look graceful at it.”’ 

I took my departer. ‘‘Good bye, old sweetness !"’ sed Ass, 
shakin’ me cordgully by the hand. 

‘* Adoo, my Prahayrié flower !’’ I replied, and made my exit. 
Twenty-five thousand dollars a year and found,” I soliloquised, as 
I walked down the street, ‘‘is putty good wages for a man with a 
modist appytite, but I reckon that it is wuth it to run the White 
House.” 

‘‘ What you bowt, sah? What the debble you doin’ sah? 

It was the voice of an Afrikin Brother which thus spoke to me. 
There was a cullud procession before me, which was escortin’ a 
elderly bald-hedded Afrikin to his home in Bates Alley. This 





distinguished Afrikin Brother had just returned from Lybery, and 
in turnin’ a corner puty suddert I had stumbled and placed my 
hed agin his stummick ina rather strengthy manner. 
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The Genius of Connecticut. 
If the first man had been a Yankee, what 








SHOCKING OCCURRENCE. 


Augustus —“ Hato ; CHARLES, GOING TO INDULGE IN SOME SPRING FANCIES ?” 
Charles—“ Aw, NO—GOING TO PAY MY TAILAW'S BILL!’’ (AUGUSTUS SWOONS, AND Is 


CARTED AWAY TO A DRUG STORE.) 


‘Do you wish to impede the progress of this procession, sah ?”’ 

“Certinly not, by all means! Procesh !’’ 

And they went on. 

I'm reconstructin’ my Show. I’ve bo’t a collection of life-size 
wax figgers of our prominent Revolutionary forefathers. I bo’t 
’em at auction and got’emcheap. They stand me about 2 dollars 
and fifty cents ($250) per Revolutionary forefather. 

Ever as always yourn, 
A. Warp. 
ee 
THE DEVIL TO VANITY FAIR. 


Heap QuaRTERS, PANDEMONIUM, 
Rue de Soufre, ( Brimstone.) 
April 19th, 1862. 
To tus Epiror or Vanity Farr. 
Sir :—Your letter of April 5th would have received attention 
long before this date, but as the route to my Department lies 


directly through the heart of Secessia, the mail-carrier was stopped | 
several times—once by Froyp, who prigged the five dollars en- | 


closed. The communication at last reached my hands. 

You wish me, if I understand you correctly, to prepare quarters, 
sulphur cocktails and all the various etc’s of a tropical climate, for 
a number of Southern gentlemen at present in the Confederate 
Army. 

I must beg leave to decline having anything to do with such a 
wretched set. 


If I were to let such people loose among my disingenuous thieves > 
and respectable murderers, what would be the consequence? Why j 


my forces (I call ‘em “ forces” now, a playful little adaptation to 
the times,) would soon be utterly demoralized, and Tartarus—the 
barracks, I mean—too hot to hold me. 
80 low as that. I still have some regard for my character. 


On the receipt of your epistle, I immediately read it aloud to a | 
Their in- | 
Captain Kipp who, as you know, did | 


select circle of celebrated assassins, pirates, and knaves. 
dignation was touching. 
some very neat things in his line of business, 

“ As he sailed, as he sailed,’’ 


was so shocked at the barbarities perpetrated by the rebels, at | 





No, sir; I have not sunk | 


a charming world we should now live in !— 
that is, unless the Yankee had punched it 
into bits, to get at the kernel. A curious 
fact with regard to the business tact of the 
shrewd kind of men referred to has just come 
within our knowledge. The barrel-organs 
ground ky wandering minstrels in the 
noisier quarters of the city have no music— 
or at least no noise in them. It occurred to 
a smart Yankee to see the absurdity of wast- 
ing machinery upon music which could never 
be heard, and he has made quite a snug thing 
of it by furnishing dumb barrel-organs to 
the children of Sunny Italy in New York, 
who grind away at them with some profit 
to themselves, and to the great satisfaction 
of the public. 








a ee 
Singular Circumstance. 


An intelligent gentleman—not contraband 
—just arrived from the South, informs us 
that as the Ordnance authorities at Rich- 
mond were testing a new gun, some days 
since, they were attacked and put to flight 
by a company of cows from an adjoining 
wood. It appears that the gun had been 
cast from the bells formerly belonging to 
these poor animals, who, having no idea ofa 
voluntary contribution of bells for such a 
purpose, naturally looked for compensation 
by Charging the Ordnance authorities for 
them. 


(add tsb 
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A Vehicle of Expenditure. 


The slow Coach of the Navy 


ment. 


depart- 





Manassas and elsewhere, on the bodies of your dead heroes, that he 
actually swore never to call himself a monster again. Indeed, he 
and Cort, and BeavcHaMp, are saints compared with those fiends. 

I should really like to oblige you; but you see just how the 
matter stands. Now, if you could only send me a couple of 
harmless old ladies like James Bucaanan, I might make use of 
them as wet-nurses for little Meru, or his sister, who bears such 
a striking resemblance to ‘‘ the baby’’ of Mrs. Cunnincuam that 1 
have named her after that exemplary lady. 

I remain yours, sardonically, 
Mepuisrorururs. 

Major General Commanding the Army of the Styx. 

P. S.—My military title may, perhaps, startle you a trifle, but 
the fact is, if a man isn't a colonel or something, now-a-days, he 
might as well be under the earth as on it. Since Jounny FRremonr 
has been reappointed, I don’t see why I shouldn’t sport a pair of 
epaulets, especially as it is a well-known fact that I can ‘‘ stand 
fire’’ as well as any other man. I shall send you my carte de visile 
next week. M. 

N. B.—I have stopped taking the Tribune since Dana left it. It 
has ceased to be interesting. I seriously think of starting an abo- 
lition paper here—to be called ‘‘ The Gentleman in Black.’’ How 
does it strike you? Just the place for it! M. 


(Seal) 


Suspicious. 
The World and Morning Courier and New York Enquirer, and so 
on, expressed this wish in its ‘‘ leader’’ last Tuesday : 
“Oh for a single week’s administration of the Navy Department by a 
shrewd, keen-witted, energetic rascal !’’ 
Is ALEXANDER sighing for new worlds to conquer ? 


Rebel Scholarship Vindicated. 


Not half the soldiers on the rebel side 

Can spell their names—if grave report we heed ; 
Yet Southern learning has been much belied, 

If it be true that “ he who runs may read!” 
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THE LONG AND SHORT OF IT. 


(Mr. Barnum, with 


his accustomed liber- 
ality, having offered a 
reward of $500,000 for 
the best metrical essay 
on the comparative 
attractions of Commo- 
dore Nutr and Mons. 
Bintn, our Poet has 
concluded to take the 
money. In dedicating 
the following to our 
friend Barnum, we beg 
leave to say, that as 
our Bard has a_board- 
bill which came due, 
April 1, 1860, and 
which is not yet paid, 
an early cheque for the 
Half Million will be 
acecptable.) 


Hail, small man ! 

Short ‘un, but 
Great, though small, 

Hail, O Nutr! 
Some are great 

3eing tall, 
But you are great 

Being small ! 
How you prove 

’Pon my soul, 
That the half’s 

More than whole. 
Mite o’ man, 

Yet man o’ might, 
Like an ox 

You draw each night ! 
And you run 

Twice as fleet, 
*Cause you lack 

The usual feet." 
Smallest caught! 

Like pie-crust short, 
Very well 

The King of Hums 
Will make that pie 

Give up its plums. 
And in spite 

Of these hard times, 
Diminution 

Turn to dimes. 


Phenomenon egregious! Elongate and gigantic! 
O mammoth man of muscle! O immense in osteology ! 
Surpassing all the tall ’uns in the chronicles remantic, 
With genuflexions humble and with terrified apology, 
Diminutive six footers with trembling knees behold thee, 
And take an observation of thy longitude extensive ; 
Being struck with admiration that thy pantaloons will hold thee, 
And wonde ring who made ’em, and if they came expensive. 
All hail again to thee, O thou steeple bifurcated ! 
All hail, O Tres- Bien! attitudinously high ; 
Ten men you'd make, Man-Mountain ! if you were but decimated, 
But those may decimate who please, for I decline to try, 
Grow, stretch, increase, shoot up, elongate further—but 
Be very careful, Monsieur, not to tread on little Nurr. 





Architecture Extraordinary. 


We re it stated in the papers that ecmebcdy at Baltimore lately 


made “a great Haul of muskets’ in that city. ‘his is acother 
indication of the progress of iron as a building material, 
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SOUTHERN FACETIZ 

The Chivalry don’t joke intentionally, they are too dignified 
for that ; but they nevertheless get off some capital things occa- 
sionally without knowing it. The Editor of the Richmond Whig 
is one of the greatest wags alive without having the least idea of 
his comicality, and ‘‘ that’s the humor of it.’’ See how the sar- 
casm oozes out of him involuntarily, in the following passages 
culled from a late number of his paper : 

‘ The truth is 


as our victories 


, our defeats have proved th periority of our 
The 
served to 


Take 
every one of them ample evidence 


Jighting qualities, 
did or could hav 
courageous than the Yankee 


never done Southerner is more 


and nothing has convince the Yankees 


of this truth so much as their late triumphs. the list of our disasters, 


from Drainesville to Kernat: 
of Southern pluck.”’ 


wn, and we find in 


Referring to the Roanoke affair he says 


‘ * * Some of the troops acted gallantly : but Gen. Wise told the whole story 
had retreated, ‘* There is no blood on 
ieved we could whip the Yankees, 


onfirm that belief as our dis 


when he said to some of his soldiers who 
We 


to stren 


your bayonets.’ * * * * always bel 


+} 


and nothing has done so much hen and ce 


asters.’’ 


What a droll! Why is not the Richmond Whig like the Yan- 
kee Victories to which it refers, so complacently, illustrated with 
cuts? With the assistance of our artists it might be made the 
funniest paper in the country. Is there no Southern draughtsman 
who can portray the Yankee in the act of being convinced of the 
indomitable, irrepressible, die-in-the-last-ditch heroism of the 
Southern paladins, by the spectacle of their disappearance in a 
cloud of dust, as they ‘‘lean’’ for the shelter of the rocks and 
woods? Was there ever a finer subject for a killing cartoon® than 
General Wise paying a just tribute to ‘Southern pluck’’ in the 
exclamation, ‘‘ there is no blood on your bayonets?’ If the 
arrant knaves who would fain pass for errant knights in the land 
of ‘‘ natural courage,’’ are not insensible to biting satire, how they 
must wince at the tremendous hit intended in aj] kindness, admin- 
istered in the following rich sentence from their confrere of the 
Whig : 

* But the 


The ‘long run’’ referred to is of « se the 
menced at Drainsville and is still in progress. The idea of people 
being thrashed into a conviction of their own invincibility is such 
a magnificent emanation of unpremeditated facetiousness, that it 
is asin anda shame that it should lack the embellishments of 
graphic art. If it were not next door to certain that the flight of 
the editor himself would afford another proof of the ‘‘ courage of 
the Southern man’’ before a caricaturist could do justice to the 
subject, we might furnis h him with a suitable illustration of the 
quotations we have made from his remarkably funny journal. 


istice of the Southern cause will surely fell in (he long run.’’ 


one which com- 


our 


> 

“A Lal 

The Herald had this advertisement, 
OsT—A LIGHT FAWN COLORE) GI 
dbreast and tip of tail white ; woul 


will be suitably rewarded 


anterne 


the other day r 


YHOUND WI ITH LEATHER COLLAR ; 
1 ar we a lantern. The finder 


by returni: he same, etc. etc 


swer 


We have no desire to interfere with any man’s private affair, or 
to make sport of any Sport’s tender feelings toward his ‘‘ dorgs,” but 
we really should like to know what manner of animal this may 
be. Does the advertiser mean that if the dog and a lantern were 
spoken to simultaneously, the one would Answer as well as the 
other? Is there any allusion to lanterns in the adjective Light, 
applied to the color of the creature? Has ita something Burning 
in its bosom, like certain poets? Conjectures overwhelm us, but 
could we find this strange quadruped, we shou!d depend upon its 
Lantern-like qualities to throw some Light upon the mystery. 


—=_> 


Get up, Old Man! 


or two since, the Rev. 
for the navy, in one of the churches of this city. 
Rey. gentleman’s prayer was ostensibly for the navy—his petition, 
as reported, being that ‘‘ the navy may wake up to its duty.”” Of 
course the Rev. gentleman meant to say ‘‘O that old Gipron 
WELLEs may be touched with an exceeding shi arp stick, so that he 
will awake, and shake himself and toa conviction that 
several things have got to be done, and that he must do them!”’ 
This was the drift of the prayer, which was a pretty hard poke in 
the ribs to Gipgon, and i the Rev Currer happens to have any 
more of his sharp hardware on hand, we hope he will keep 
* jobbing” it into the same quarter 


Mr. Curter prayed specially 


A Sunday e 
That is, the 


arise 
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“TQ PERSONS ABOUT TO MARRY.” 
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Deserted Man.—‘' One NEVER KNOWS THE TRUE VALUE OF A WIFE UNTIL AFTER SHE HAS 


GONE.”’ 
Cynical Wretch.—‘* No 81R—NOR BEFORE SHE HAS GONE.” 





Justice to our Sailors. 


An order has been issued by the Secretary 
of the Navy, prohibiting sailors from using 
henceforth, the expression “shiver my tin. 
bers,” which is no longer considered ap- 
plicable now that wooden war-ships are 
doomed to extinction. It will be necessary, 
of course, to furnish an equivalent for the 
phrase, and we are informed that Mr. Wettzs 
is at work day and night, incubating for one, 
but as yet without any prospect of success, 
‘“ Flummux my rivets,” was proposed by a 
clever young man belonging to the Bureau, 
but thrown overboard by the Secretary, on 
the ground that the word ‘ flummux” is difii- 
cult of pronunciation during the process of 
masticating the soothing quid. It is a very 
serious business, this is, Mr. Wetues, and you 
must lose no time in supplying a nervous 
substitute for ‘‘ shiver my timbers” or else 
the public shall know the reason why. Jack 
would be a‘‘ dull boy,”’ indeed, if deprived 
of his expressive vocabulary, and left desti- 
tute of any formula applicable to the de- 
struction or “ shivering” of limbs which can 
no longer be alluded to in metaphors 
‘* drawn from wood.” 

relia 2 
Regulation respecting Passes. 


The Provost Marshal has issued an order 
prohibiting the issue of any further passes 
for the transport of sutler’s stores to the 
army of the Potomac. Much misapprehension 
has existed with regard to the nature of these 
passes, and still exists. For instance, nothing 
can be more absurd than the supposition that 
‘* Pass Sutler” is in any way the same as Pass 
Christian, of which we hear so much in con- 
nection with the reformation of the South. 





A Remark by one who knows. 
Tt does not follow that a ship of war must 
be a “*mere tub” because she is fitted with 
tub-ular boilers. 











“ PHYSICIAN, HEAL THYSELF.” 


Vantry Farr, some months ago, made some jocular allusions to 
the Rev. Dr. Bettows, in connection with the Sanrrary Commis- 
sion, which elicited from the moralists of the N. ¥. Evening Post 
an article, the gist of which was, that ‘‘ V. F. should know that 
the people would not tolerate attacks upon a man who had render- 
ed such signal service to his country,’’ etc etc. Now then, we 
think it is about time that the Evening Post should take a tittle of 
its own advice which it so freely offered us, and also measures to 
correct its bile, seeing that fora long time it has been industriously 
endeavoring by direct and indirect attacks to undermine Gen. 
Grorce B. McCuetzan, who in the estimation of every unprejudiced 
man has, we believe, ‘‘ rendered signal service to his Country,” 
but who unfortunately for his credit with the abolition Journals, 
has an idea that, in this war, a white man is about as valuable an 
article as a black one, and has acted accordingly. 

We beg leave now to tell the Evening Post, the Tribune, and the 
“ Tray, Blanche and Sweetheart’’ sheets which help to yelp out the 
chorus of the song that would elevate mediocrity at the expense of 
the loyal and thorough paced soldier at the head of our armies, 
that the people will no longer tolerate these attacks upon a man 
who has rendered such service to his Country, and that he shall 
no longer be fettered in his movements, or bullied into a plan of 
action from which his humane and better judgment revolts, 
whether this is sought to be done by Cabinet officers who would fain 
exercise dictatorial power, with an eye to the political future, or by 
the still more blatant demagogues of the press who, unfortunately 
for the community, seek to control the sentiments of the people. 

We hope that the Post will see the humor of this article, and 

enjoy the joke. 


Yes, Sir! 


In a late article the Daily Times says, apropos of American char- 
acter—‘‘Our people, more than. perhaps, any other in the world, 
are accustomed to change.” Well, perhaps they are—especially 
omnibus drivers and horse-car conductors. 


He’s gone! 


GONE! 


Who's gone? Why Witt1am Humaue Russet, 


An Irish ‘‘ gent’’ choke-full of Tory guile, 
In whose mean blood there is not one corpuscle 








Worthy the generous, faithful Emerald Isle. 
In Ireland born by chance—a lone puff-adder 

Somehow exempted from Sr. Parrick’s ban, 
Hither he came a mercenary gadder 

To hiss the champions of the Rights of Man. 


The land of Grarran, Emer and FirzaeraLp 
Disowns the pander of the Tory horde, 

Who, when our Union’s safety seemed imperilled, 
Foretold its downfall by Rebellion’s sword. 

*Twas Union Victories sent the scribbler flying, 
He saw the helm of Treason fairly cleft, 

And shamed by his own reportorial lying, 
Shouldered his load of infamy, and left. 


Adieu, thou shallow-pated, baffled prophet, 
May no mischance o’ertake thee on the sea, 
For, wert thou lost, there’s not on this side Tophet 
A Tweedledum to match thee, Tweedledee. 
Welcome your tool, Aristocrat and Tory, 
Dine him and wine him, as some snobs did here, 
Then to a Fool’s Cap twist Muncuausen’s story 
And with it crowao your fact-confuted Seer. 


The new Cunarder back o’er the Atlantic, 
Carries the old Canarder. Western breeze 
Blow the great blower, pompous and pedantic, 
Safe to his knavish, nonplussed consignees ! 
And blame him not O! Thunderer,”’ if ‘‘ the Yankees” 
Have branded ‘“ Liar’ on his brazen crest, - 
For though to Heaven his falsehood’s odor rank is, 
For you the hireling did his duty best. 




















VANITY FAIR. 
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A BALLOON RECONNOISSANCE. 


Circumstances have arisen—that is, balloons have— on account 
of which we have found it necessary to engage an aerial reporter. 

The balloon reconnoissance has hecome such a fixed-air fact, that 
the airy something by the assistance of which it is achieved, must 
henceforth have a ‘‘ local habitation” and an aim in these columns. 
Otherwise not. Let the Herald brag of its circulation, but the 
Herald has no aerial reporter ; not that it hasn’t gas enough to 
inflate one to the requisite state of buoyancy with, and wind 
enough to propel one at the rate of any given number of common 
hangman’s knots an hour, but it lacks the necessary enterprise. If 
anything were needed to prove the want of enterprise of the 
Herald, it could be extracted from the simple fact that it has no 
aerial reporter. We have an aerial reporter, We have, and our 
aerial reporter is a dark bird, He is, in consideration of which cir- 
cumstances we feel ourselves entitled to assert that we have estab- 
lished a Crow over the Herald. 

As the censorship—or incensership— of the Press cannot apply 
to things not of this earth, we have no hesitation in laying before 
our readers the following facts connected with a recent balloon 
excursion in high quarters. When we say high quarters we do 
not project apun. O! no. We havea stern duty to perform, 
and we are going to perform it with that absence of levity becom- 
ing a journal that can set up a crow of its own. 

It is not generally known—it mighv never have been generally 
known but for this article—that President Lincotn went up, lately, 
ona balloon excursion with General McCre.ian. The affair was 
kept so quiet, in fact, that even Wixorr, who had one ear to the 
keyhole, the other to a stove-pipe hole, and an eye to finding out 
all about it, failed to accomplish his diabolical purpose, and is now 
selling whisker-dye at ten cents the small bottle about the street 
of Patchogue, L. I. Fine feathers do not always make fine birds, 
and Wixorr must feel sore that our bird could soar more and 
gyrate higher than he can upon kis short-winged, though long- 
eared Pegasus. . 

But here is what our aerial reporter says about the ballooning 
business, and we give it in his own words, which are diaphanous as 
the hues of a tropical dolphin dying upon a chromatic scale. 

It was between seven o’clock a. m. and the Vernal Equinox, as I 
sat upon the railing of the planet Saturn, reading ‘ Horace 
Phillips," a romance of the ante-carboniferous period of creation 
by Wenpett GreExLey. The delicious perfume of the helioscope 
came wafted to me from the breath of some cows in the Milky 
Way, and most people, in fact, would have enquired “whether I 
did not think it was a very fine morning ?” when a solitary speck 
not only might have been but actually was seen half-way between 
the azimuth and the zenith, moving rapidly through ether in the 
direction of either. Presently from out the Pleiades, which as I 
once told Mr. Tennyson, invariably remind me of a swarm of fire- 
flies tangled in a silver braid, there appeared another dark, moving 
speck, which led me to expect that a spectacle of some kind must 
be on the programme. Nor was I disappointed. Dispatching a 
smart young sate!lite with my compliments to one of the Star 
Sisters, fora loan of her opera glass, I brought the stupendous 
engine to bear upon speck No 1, wh ch now, as it sai ed majestically 
into the field of vision, began to disclose the dim outline of a 
great air-balloon. It looked so lusciously like a pear, for some 
moments, as it hung palpitatingly in mid space, that the little 
children of Saturn cried for it. I spurned the little beggars from 
me, and proceeded with my observations. Nearer and nearer came 
speck No. 1: now I could discern the car attached to the balloon, 
and now there dawned upor me the figures of two acronauts by 
whom it was occupied, one in citizen’s clothes, the other in a mili- 
tary uniform. 

“ Sarurn ahoy !” cried the former, with vivacity ; “ shove on 
there with your old raft, or Pll split your rails for you, as sure as 
my name,s Ape Linco !”’ 

A shooting star glode across the blue vault at this moment, and 
the Resident Angel tied a hard knot upon his pocket-handkerchief, 
as a tribute to the honored name. 

“Have you seen another balloon anywhere in these roads, young 
man?” continued Mr. Lincoty, “we expected Jerr Davis and 
Beavregarp would be cruising about in these latitudes this fine 
morning, and we’ve come out to have a lick at them, me and Gen- 
eral McCLeLian,’’ and he waved his hand ina curve commencing 
on me and terminating on the General, who bowed elegantly, but 
maintained his character for reticence by omitting to speak. _ 

“There was a speck yonder in the ultramarine, just now, sir,”’ 
replied I: ‘‘ it is at present concealed from our view by yon bank 
of cloud-stuff, which, like the various chamomile, keeps ever 
matching its hues to those of the contacting spheres. Huaply it 
may be the object of your search.”’ 

Hardly had I spoken when speck No. 2 arose upon the cloud 
bank, from which it grew, for a moment, like a malignant tumor 


5 <1) 








from the spine of some prostrate body politic. Gradually it rose, 
and approached us upon the gossamer wings of the swift monsoon. 
Larger it loomed, until it was revealed to us as a full-blown 
balloon, in the basket depending from which two figures were 
dimly discernible. 

“Hi! hi! there, what balloon are you?” shouted Mr. Lincony, 
putting his helm hard a starboard, so as to give the stars among 
which he sailed a chance to see the fun. 

‘* Secesh, Jerr Davis master, and I’m he, “piped a wheezy 
voice through the purple haze of morn. 

‘* Fee, Foh, Fum !’’ put in the other navigator, in a voice which 
all of us recognized as that of Beaureaarp, though none of us 
had ever heard it before ; ‘‘ I smell the blood of a couple of Union 
men, and I want their bones for tooth-brush handles.” 

Take that! vile grandson of a Kannuck!” cried Mr. Lincoxy, 
shying with all his might a full quart bottle at the head of the 
speaker. It struck the masked battery behind which BeavrEcaRD 
sat, glanced from the iron-plated roof of the balloon, hit Jerr 
Davis upon the nose, and returned like a boomerang to the hand 
that launched it. 

‘* A little more grape, if you please, Mr. Lincozn,” said General 
McCLettay, relaxing for a moment from his taciturnity ; ‘’tis a 
fine old vintage, is the Spirit of ’76, and far superior in its aroma 
to the thin claret just tapped by it from the conk of yon revolting 
pirate. Hit him again, sir, his friends are few and scraggy.” 

But it was too late; for Jerr. Davis had put his helm hard 
up—these fellows are always hard up—and the rebel balloon broke 
and ran, skedaddling into space with remarkable fleetness. And 
now a singular phenomenon arrested the attention of all con- 
cerned. The masked battery in the shelter of which BraurEGARD 
skulked began to play, and the tune played by it was “ Hail 
Columbia !’’ In vain the navigators of the inflated Secesh strove 
to turn on the music to ‘ Dixie.’’ It wouldn’t stay Dixied. The 
only change they could get out of it was from the old tune to the 
‘* Star-Spangled Banner,’’ until the balloon had drifted on a 
drunken run far away toward the South ; and then the moon took 
up the wondrous tale, and sang in a derisive tone the dulcet song 
of ‘* Yankee Doodle,’’ to the music of the spheres. 

Mr. Lincotn now threw out from the balloon several copies of 
the New York Tribune, a paper which, although utterly devoid of 
ballast in a journalistic sense, is generally useful as a dead weight, 
on account of its heavy leaders. This caused the balloon to ascend 
close up to where I sat, when Mr. Lincoun, immediately recogniz- 
ing me, extended his hand and said ‘‘ How are you Jack?’’ fol- 
lowing up his enquiry by several others of an equally kind nature, 
such as whether my bean-stalk was in good repair, and whether a 
grant of money from government to get me a new pair of trousers 
would not be of use. Mine are somewhat shabby, you see, from 
constant attrition during my transit of the bean-stalk. On my 
informing Mr. Lincotn of my high position as aerial reporter for 
Vanity Farr, he shook hands with me, warmly, as also did General 
McCreian, and the clinking of our cannikins broke joyously 
upon the listening air, as we tipped off some of the old Spirit of 
’76 to the success of the Right Cause. 

Then the balloon, with its distinguished Captain and First 
Officer, began to descend slowly in the direction of Washington, 
and I slid down to New York, with the notes from which I have 
compiled the foregoing report of a very remarkable Balloon Re- 
connoissance. 

Your Aerial Reporter, 
JACK OF THE BEAN-STALK. 
—_— 
Wraprascals. 


Steps have at last been taken by the military authorities, for 
ridding Washington of the ‘‘ confidence men” in uniform by whom 
that city has been infested for some time past. “ The uniform of 
these men,” aparagriph informs us, “is generally a cloak for 
rascality’’—an expression evidently suggested by the word “ wrap- 
rascal,” as applied facetiously to any description of toga or gaber- 
dine. The military cloak, indeed, has but too often done duty as 
“ wrap-rascal,” since these eventful times in our national career have 
setin. We would not onthat account, however, exclude the tunic, 
the coatee, or any other military garment, including the large, 
baggy breeches, from participating in the advantages derivable 
from the term referred to. All of them have been used, more or 
less, for the concealment of confidence operations, in this City as 
well as in Washington ; and “ should this notice meet the eye of” 
any soi-disant military gent who thinks the ‘ wraprascal’’ would 
fit him, we hereby assure him that he is quite welcome to wear 
it. 

——_— 


A Mend-I-Can’t Government. 


The wretched poverty of the so-called Confederate Government 
may be judged by the earnestness with which it Solicits Arms. 
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SraRTLING Case oF ‘* DoppLEGANGER,’’ OR DOUBLE, EXPERIENCED BY SNOOKS, WHO HAS 


BEEN DIPPING DEEPLY INTO GERMAN ROMANCE. 








OUR WAR CORRESPONDENCE. 
Lerrer From Mc ARONE. 


Dear Vanity :—Did I not tell you I was recoiling for a spring ? 

I am sprung. 

Yorktown is Ours! 

The loss, however, has been tremendous. 

It is reported at 200 on our side, and 365,000 of the enemy.... 

This is not as yet confirmed. 

Ever since the battle, I have been partially intoxicated. ... 

..-.With glory.... 

Hallelujah ! 
‘ The numbers of killed, wounded, missing, etc., are undoubtedly 
arge. 

A Richmond paper estimates the Rebel loss at 200, and the 
Union loss at 365,000. 

This is only a report, as yet. 

I wish you would suppress the Evening Post, in your city.... 

It is a common nuisance. 

The other day it had this § : 


‘*The country will never cease thanking President Livcotn for assuming the 
active command in-chief of our armies, when it shall come to know, as it will 
in due time, the dangers which he has rescued it from. If it were proper, I 
could tell you and your readers how, even in the past ten days, the President’s 
watchful eye has warded off instant dangers of the most threatening kind.’”’ 


Now this seems loyal enough, but it is only a covert dab at Mc- 
CLELLAN. 

I endorse McCrettan. That is enough. The President has no 
more idea of ‘‘ assuming the active command-in-chief’’ than the 
Evening Post has of honesty. 

I am the only commander who wields all the forces and has full 
powers. I choose McCie.an to be considered actual commander, 
and the country will please so to consider him. 

But what can you expect of an unwholesome sheet, pimpled 
with political bile, and presided over by a decrepid poet who 
Writes For It? 

Let the Post slide or swing then. Turn we to the battle! 

The Herald man who described the first day’s operations before 
Yorktown was too modest. Let me give the true version of his 
statements. 





OGRESSES—ONE IN PARTICULAR. 


After the rebels have gained one of their 
‘‘ great victories’’—that is to say, when they 
have lost their guns and camps, and find 
themselves flying endways through the 
woods—some inquisitive Yankee, poking 
among the demolished tents, usually turns 
up a package of letters with the point of his 
bayonet. And this package usually contains 
some of the most surprising epistolary feats 
ever known in a civilized land. 

That these documents, letters to the sol- 
diers, are almost always wretchedly written, 
hopelessly spelt, and ungrammatical enough 
to make LinpLtey Murray turn over in hig 
grave —that this is so, does not astonish us, 
knowing as we do, the sort of educational 
system prevailing throughout the South. 
But that Southern mothers, wives and sweet- 
hearts should bid their sons, husbands, and 
lovers, to bring them back some hideous 
trophy from the battle-field—a Yankee 
skull, or at least a Yankee scalp, seems too 
horrible for belief. Several such requests 
were found in letters left at Fort Donald- 
son by the rebels—in the first flush of their 
victory! One writer whose hatred for the 
North took a more amiable and coquettish 
shape, wanted her ‘‘ cousin’ to bring her 
home ‘‘a live Yankee”—to torture him by 
degrees, we suppose, to cut small pieces from 
him daily, until he grew “ beautifully less,” 
and could be comfortably metamorphosed 
into a pair of bone ear-rings. 

Well, there is quite a large number of 
New England boys moving in the direction 
of this fascinating creature ; but whether 
they will quietly submit to be carved into 
ornaments for the use of sanguinary females, 
is another thing. 





Major Coxzs did not have his cap knocked off by a shell. It 
was his head, and he deserves credit for even as poor a joke as the 
Herald man says he made, considering the circumstances. Both 
the major and the Herald man are doing well. 

It was not ‘‘a small ball from an exploded shell’’ that the 
Michigan man found inside his shirt-collar, and coolly pocketed. 
It was a percussion projectile from a 240-pounder, that lodged in 
his mouth and exploded, blowing out a set of false teeth that cost 
$25 in Boston. He complained some, but is all right now. 

The Herald man was right in saying that ‘‘one shell went 
through a series of erratic bounds.’’ It did. That wasn’t all it 
went through. It went through the calf of my leg, struck a 
tumbrel, ricochetted into the Berpan Sharpshooters, came out the 
other side, took a parabolic direction into the air, struck Professor 
Lows’s balloon, glanced off, describing the shape of a rocking- 
chair at an altitude of 300 miles from the earth, fell in a zig-zag 
line and alighted in a wagon laden with fire-crackers. Here it 
rested for a few minutes, but as the crackers went off it rose again, 
and after hovering over the army for a while, fell in a slanting 
direction and entered the mouth of a mortar that Captain WEEDEN 
was just in the act of firing. The erratic shell, on leaving the 
mortar, struck the walls of a Rebel fort, breaking several windows 
and glancing upward again to a great height. When last seen, 
it was sailing majestically away in the direction of Edinburg 
Schoolhouse, N. J. If I hear anyvaing further of it I will let you 
know. 

Such are the true statements of these incidents. The Herald 
man ought to be more careful, or I will have him removed. 

It is possible that I may be in error, in considering Yorktown to 
have been captured. I have, however, heard nothing to the con- 
trary. : 

Since the battle of Pittsburgh, the back-bone of Rebellion is 
broken in the valley of the Ohio, and soft coal is as cheap as ever. 
There are no Rebels known to be in the city, but it is still very 
smoky. 

I have no further particulars from Yorktown.... 

The weather is fine. 


McArone. 
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LOOSE TALK IN LIVERPOOL. 


We have the pleasure to be informed by 
The Liverpool Journal, that the general talk on 
‘Change, is that ‘‘ the confederates having 
done all that brave men could do, will now 
retire from the war with all their honors made 
brighter by glorious exercise.’’ 

The Journal seems to be partly right. The 
confederates showed a very retiring disposi- 

BS tion at Pittsburgh. And, gymnastically con- 
‘ sidered, the ‘‘ exercise’’ must have been 
‘* glorious.’’ 

What other “ honorable’ persons have 

been ‘* exercising’ during this war ? 

< Honorable Persurers, who having solemn- 
ly sworn to support the Constitution of the 
United States, have ‘ gloriously” disregarded 
their oaths ! 

Honorable Tureves, who have burglarious- 

NG -_—— ly broken into our Arsenals and Treasuries, 

and carried off our cash and our cannon | 

Honorable Bunures, who have wreaked their wrath upon the 
wives and children of loyal gentlemen ! 

Honorable Orricers, who have turned against their country the 
very swords which their country gave them ! 

Honorable Lecistarors, who having had a fair field for their 
argument and eloquence in Washington, shut up their -own 
mouths and determined to rely upon the mouths of stolen cannon! 

Honorable Soiprers, who mutilate their dead foes, despatch the 
wounded, and present necklaces of Northern finger-bones to the 
ladies of their love ! 

Honorable Lapres who fall to cursing like drabs, when they 
encounter the Soldiers of the Union ! 

Honorable Parsons, who insult Heaven by prayers for perjurers, 
and who unfrock themselves to take service under the banners of 
Saran! 

All honorable men and women ! 

Egad ! we moral fellows—no others are permitted, of course, to 
write for Vanity Farr—must be revising our opinions. If the 
world will turn up side down—we do not mean the World news- 
paper, Which never had any other position—why, we must e’en 
turn with ir. There is light from Liverpool. Stealing, perjury, 
defalcation, dishonor, barbarism, cruelty, inhumavity, murder, 
arson, burglary,—behold, while we all thought you to be capital 
crimes, you turn out to be cardinal virtues! Great scamps are 
men of honor, if they do but pillage in packs! If you do not be- 
lieve it, most intelligent reader, write to the Right Reverend 
Leonipas Poik, and ask the opinion of that Prelate turned Pirate ! 

The lucubrations of this Liverpool luminary, it will be seen, are 
in the highest degree serene and placable. ‘‘ The Confederates 
will now retire from the war with all their honors made brighter 
by glorious exercise.’” Having cost the country millions upon 
millions of money, and thousands upon thousands of lives, they 
will now ‘‘ retire,” to fight their battles over by the peaceful fire- 
side. In the name of the poor, cheated gallows, can this be so? 
What does hemp grow for in this wicked world? Why do rope 
walks cumber the ground? But don’t let’s be benevolent by 
halves. Make Jerr Davis President for life of the Union Pre- 
served! Establish a National Church and put Pork at the head 
of it! Establish a National Whiskey Still, and put Lercuer at 
the head of it! Establish a National Bank and make BeyJsamin 
the Cashier, President, Board of Directors, and all ! 

: — 
The Fall of Pulaski. 

We have authority for stating that the ‘‘seven large breaches” 
made in the south wall at Fort Pulaski all belong to one man, and 
he is known as General Hunrer. It seems that the gallant Hunrer 
prefers conical buttons to any other, for his breaches, which are 
no shoddy, articles, it seems, but the real thing. Thus the Fall of 
Pulaski is likely to have an effect upon our summer fashions, in 
prospect of which we have given an order to our tailor for seven 
large breaches with conical buttons. Let all who Pant for their 
country’s weal remember the seven large breaches of Pulaski, and 
act accordingly. 

et — 
A Word, and a Blow 

“T have been reading over ‘ A Prayer for Life’,” said The Poet, 
“and I find some forty or fifty compound words therein ; as, 
‘love-light,’ ‘star-beam,’ ‘thunder-tones, etc....two simple words, 
made poetical by being joined by ahyphen. It is a popular style, 
to-day ; what do you think of it?” 

“1? queried X. ; ‘‘ I think it is Hyphen-uten !” 





VANITY FATR. 


SOMETHING SHOULD BE [Ic 
By A Discustep Posr. 
es 

Some papers flourish in this town 

That ought n’t to exist 
They set men up and pull them down 

By many a specious twist ; 
For such....the Evening Post is one.... 
I think that something should be done. 


II 


No matter what the topic b 
On which these sheets descant 
Half-hidden here and there we see 
Some Abolition rant : 
For such as thus at random run, 
I think that something should be dune 


Ill. 


McC exuan is a soldier; not 
An Abolitionist, 
And so the Post on him has got 
An extra specious twist ; 
It vilifies him just for fun, 
And for it, something should be done. 


IV. 


From paragraphs on brewing beer, 
The weather, or the crops, 

The sneaking lie or covert sneer 
Incontinently drops 

A just reward the Post has won, 

And for it, something should be done. 


V. 


Some prisoners from Lafayette 
Have lately been sent clear, 

And others in their place to set 
Would be a good idea 

Tois with the Post might be begun, 

For surely, something should be done 

VI. 

Let Sewarp open well his eyes, 
When comes his Post by mail, 

And judge if authors of such lies 
Would not be best in jail 

Such fancy falsehoods, finely spun 

For them should something not be done? 


VII 


All honor to McCiettAy, then, 
And to the land he saves ! 
Our business is to fight like men, 
And not to fool with slaves. 
But spike that Abolition gun ; 
That is the something I want done 
-_- - 
Buoyant Spirits 

A daily paper states that ‘‘ the rebels have buoyed out a channel 
for the Merrimac, extending from Norfolk to Sewall’s Point. Five 
black buoys are distinctly seen.’’ 

From the unfeminine spirit displayed by some of the rebellious 
young women down South, we should have supposed that white 
girls would have been better for marking out the course of the 
Merrimac than black buoys 

_— 


Can it be on D*n*'’s Account? 


It will be hardly believed, we are aware, but, strange as it may 
seem, it is entirely true that for at least three consecutive days 
last week, the Tribune did not contain a single dirty little para- 
graph of insinuations against General McCiExiay ! 

—_— 
Arcades Ambo 

The two cogent words with a Pennsylvanian land speculator are, 
‘‘ Qil-wells :"’ the two similar words for a Naval aspirant are 
Soap Wess !”’ 
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A GLOOMY VIEW OF MATTERS. 


BROWN SAYS THAT “HE DOESN’T SO MUCH MIND THE TAX ON SALARIES 
RUT WHEN IT COMES TO THE NECESSARIES OF LIFE, YoU KNOW !” 


AND ALL 


TOWN AND COUNTRY. 


The following advertisement, clipped from 
alate number of the Herald, can hardly be 
said to speak for itself, on which account we 
feel ourselves bound to say something for it: 

YOUNG MAN WANTS A SITUATION TO WORK 
on a farm ; has no objection to go in the coun- 


try. Has references. Can be seen for one day at * 
* #* third floor. 


Does not the above wile away the too 
willing mind with visions of curly-headed 
plough-boys whistling o’er the lea of a third- 
floor back room in some by-street of the 
city, and of broad-backed reapers of the golden 
grain tripping it on the light fantastic toe 
with their buxom lasses in one of the leather 
lofts of our metropolitan ‘‘Swamp?’’  Itis 
obliging of the Young Man to sacrifice his 
participation in these scenes so charming and 
rush bravely forth upon the hundred horrors 
of a farm in the country. Don’t do it, 
Young Man : continue to breathe the balmy 
air of your third floor, as you roll in the 
rank herbage of which the crow of the cock- 
tail and the low of the fragrant milkman will 
convince you that none but the virtuous can 
be happy. Freshly from yon shilling restan- 
rant comes the pork-and-beans-laden breeze, 
bringing with it a health and a content that 
the country never knew. Farming in the 
country is a delusion, Young Man, and a 
snare. If the cow does not gore you to death, 
you will certainly be gobbled up by the tur- 
key gobbler. None but a goose would think 
of going to grass anywhere except on the 
third floor sheep-walks of a great city. 











A Classical Motto for our Commodore. 





Nulla vestigia retrorsum : 


THAT— No Foore Steps backwards. 











THE CITY JUDGE. 


Ten thousand voices are chiming, as one, 
In praise of City Judge McCunn. 


And who is McCunn, and wherefore outvie 
Each other the voices for him that cry ? 


McCuny is a lawyer, addicted to rum, 
To politics, place, and perdition—some. 


Who professed—for a purpose—the sword to wield, 
But they drummed him out of the tented field. 


And he loves the rowdies who reverence him, 
A fact which they state with remarkable vim. 


‘* Gol blash my eyes !’’ I heard one of them say, 
‘* Td flesh my knife for him, any day !’’ 


‘* Bully for you !’’ cried a pleasanter one, 
* P’d bile down my mother for Jonnny McCuny !” 


And what are the “ short-boys” who cheerfully, thus, 
The charming McCunn with cach other discuss ? 


They are the jail-birds who drive a good trade 
In whiskey from strychnine and fusel oil made : 


In brandy, of which the ingredients, perhaps, 
Are the standard of Saran’s old red.fire taps : 


In Hollands, of which should a Hollander smell 

He’d in guttural tones cry ‘‘ dish ish Hell !” 

In pale ale and porter, that poisons exhale 

Till the suckers that swill them turn pale and ail : 

In ram—U my friends had the earthly St. Crorx 
Lapped such stuff he’d have reckoned it lightning, raw ! 


And the jail-birds who sell them are jubilant, now, 
At the prospect before them, everyhow : 





For the City Judge has ruled that Sun- 

Day is a day for their taps to run. 

Then why shouldn't “short-boy,” and “rowdy,” and “sport” 
Their excellent City Judge support ? 

And why shonldn’t they re-elect him for years 

Since all men like to be Judged by their peers? 





OUR BOOK REVIEW. 
The Rebellion Record: Part XV. New York: G. P. Purnam, No. 
532 Broadway. 
The portraits in this number of the ‘ Rebellion Record’’ are 
well executed: one of bluff Governor ANprew, of Massachusetts, 


and one of Lieut. Lowett Purnam. On looking over the war 
poetry, we find that the editor of the ‘‘ Record’’ has been victim- 
ized by a played-out hoax : we refer to his insertion of five verses 
of the lamented Frirz-James O’Brren’s fine poem entitled ‘ The 
Countersign,’’ as the production of an idiotic thief calling himself 
“RF. G. Witrrams, private in Company G. of Sruart’s Engineer 
regiment.’”’ Firz-James O’Brren’s poem, consisting of eight 
verses, first appeared in Harper’s Magazine for August 1861. On 
the 23d November following it was printed in the New York Satur- 
day Courier, as a contribution from the larcenious idiot above 
alluded to by the name of ‘“F. G. Wrttrams.’”’ In the Courier of 
the following week, the editor of that journal made the amend, 
handsomely, acknowledging that he had been ‘‘ grossly imposed 
on,”’ and publishing the poem in full, with the author’s name. 
The mutilated poem, as it appears in the ‘‘ Record,’’ was taken 
from the Philadelphia Press, the literary editor of which prefaces 
it with a notice eulogistic of the idiotic larcener, but we are not 
aware that he ever made the amende. Possibly but for ‘“F. G. 
Wittiams’’ he might not have noticed the poem at all, or at least, 
not have bestowed upon it the epithet ‘‘ beautiful,’’ as he did. 
For this, perhaps, we have to thank the larcenious idiot. Idiotic 
larcener, we thank you. Drivelling pirate of a superior mans 
craft, accept the assurance of our distinguished consideration. 

Will the editor of the ‘‘ Rebellion Record’’ be so good as to see 
that the little matter above mentioned is made ‘ square’’ in an 
early number of his publication? 
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